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"I've got my hand up the sgkirt of Hother Nature
I've got my foot in the door of ILiberty
I've got my head stuck in the railings of Reason
Thank God for the banjo on my knece..."

-= Neil Innes

I can hear your startled gasps from here. Still can't believe it, can you :
Iwo isanes of Harry Bell's fanzine in one year? It just goes to prove that
alk ig never quite what you expect it to be, and the unlikeliest things can
happens In the last issue I suggested that, in all probability, this second
issue of TOCSIN would show some differences from the first issues Never let
it be said that Harry Bell doesn't live up to his promises -~ the biggest
change this issue is that the masthead once again carries only my name. TOCSIN
is no longer editted by Harry and Irene Bell; but then life at Noe9 is no
longer edited by Harry and Irene Bells Irene has chosen to go to live in the
shadow of & brick-works further north, and I have been taught the lesson that,
in common with the big world outside, fandom has its quote of sharp knife artists
wagiting for a half-turned backe Choose your friends wisely, fanse. iy
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Judging by television coverage, most of the country joined the cheering
multitudes in the capital in having a high old time on the Queen's Jubilee
Weekende It sometimes seems to me that I live in a different country from that
depicted on television. In particular, the execrable "Tationwide" portrays a
country of people totally caught up in Mike Barreti's and Frank Bough's
inteminable searches for Murse of the Year, Coock of the Jubilee, Vimp of the
Century and their Wame the Wationwide Racehorse Competition ( I thought about
fulfilling a years—-old ambition and suggesting they name it "Six-to-Four" just
to give the commentating cleds something to tie their tongues up in when it
came to reading out the odds, but what the hell do I care anyway? ). I find
it difficult to believe that anyone other than Barrett & Dough is actually
interested in their anacmic programme but I suppose some clever buggers
earning rot aalarics in Harket Research have sussed out the whole thing and
convinced the Big len at the BBC 4.4 ghat the proles want is ilursos-of-the-
Year and Vame-the-Natiomvide-Orang-Outan Competitions. Bloody hell! I don't
supposc it's just me out of step, is it? Don't tell me Pat Charnock sat on

the edge of her sceat, chewing her nails, saving Graham's for later,
desperately hoping Nurse Rita Terrible would be voted Racchorse of the Year.

Dop't tell me ke Heara glued himself to the tv while following the Richard
Stilgoe Barber-Shop Quartet singing the Build-Yourself-an-Abattoir llanual.
Don't tell mef{ Don't tell mel Roy Kettle? 1Vlell, yes, but I'd believe

Vhatever the rest of Her Majesty's subjecls may have becn up tp on Jubilee Day,
I was not celebrating. To ba surc, a spolty individual in halffmast trouscrs
and. an overcoat two sizes teo big for him did call at the house and ask if I'd
like to contributc to the street party. Therc are some people in this world
vho, with a flashing smilec and a winning line in patter, will have the rest of
the world giving them money in sccondss This man was not onc of thems The
shadow of unemployment hung over him like Pigpen's dust-cloud, and comc to
think of it, Pigpen's dust-cloud hung over him, too., Trusting creature that I
amy cven I could sce that giving noney to this disaster would be akin to
subscribing tq John Piggott's next fanzines I told him I'd be away that wecke
end, but others furthecr up the strect yeore more gullible and in the weeks
leading up to the Great Event I saw him on his collecting rounds, every Iriday
evening , rcgular as clockwork. Just before the pubs opened.

I hadn't lied vhen I told him I'd be awvay on Jubilee Day but suvsequent events
were such that I did, in fact, spend the day at homee. Rob Jackson was able to
arrange for a group of Gommnets, myself included, to go with him on the Friday
to-his parcnts' cottage, a place I've written about before. The weather was
lousy and the visit to the cottage_uncxceptional: we drank the hours away in
the pub, played countless games of darts, enjoyed oursclves, but that's all
there is to be said. DBecause Rob was on call at the hospital we had to drive
home on the ibnday moming and that, of coursc, left Jubilce Tuesday an cmpty
space on the Bell calendar.

To my considerable surprise, I woke carly on the Tuesday, a cold, sick grey
light prising my eyclids opene As I dressed I watched the rain spatter on the
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window; as I ate breckfast
I saw the rain stop and
listened instead to fitful
gusts of wind flap and
crack the three strings of
Union Flags which had been
strung ocross the strcet
vhile I was flinging boozy
darts at o Cumbrian dart-
boarde It was that kind of
1 morning. Indeed, it turned
into that kind of doy
weather changeable; over-
cast with scattered showers
occasional bright periodse.
During one of these ( not
very bright ) periods some
of the local yobs made a
great deal of noise over
carrying up the street one
or two wooden trestles.
Rain stopped play. A
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fairly erackled with
energy and boyish launghter
as four twerps with no
coats on staggered up the
middle of the road with two
wooden tables.s A high
wind of excitement raced
uwp ond dowm cach side of
the strecet, shaking windows
and rattling letterboxes.
Come out! Comec on out! it
secmed to say. Something
is about to happen! It did:
the hcavens shook out the
firgt of scveral downpours
they'd been holding in
TCSCIVEe,

The atmospherc at No. 9

was one of intensc gloom

and despondency. The rotton
weather and rccent domestic cvents had brought on a fit of acutc melancholia, a
condition to vhich I om no strangere. I drifted round the housc picking things
up, putting them down, pulling things out from the bottom of boxes and throwing
them in the bin or on the fire, in the certain knowledge that once day I would
spend valuable time tuming the house upside dowm looking for the things. In
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my clemont, I was having 4 'great timds --



Apparently, our Jubilee collector had saved some of the funds from the hands of
the bamman at the Hursery House Social 0lub (CIU Affiliated). Under a sky of
palest grey the revelry commenced, Those who had contributed to the Baccanale,
and probably half a dozen more who had not, clustered round the bare boards of
the trestled tables, wolfing down sandwiches as fast as their wind-stiffened
fingers could pick them up. Within what seemed like minutes the empiy plates
lay like miniature lunar craters round the still steaming LEU of the communal
teapot,. -

ty

Sporadic counversations broke out; one or two children growing bored with the
whole affair in general and their new hula-hoops in particular, took to hitting
each other over the head with them. It was a2 British idyll, no doubt about it,. .

I took a last lowering look round the doorway at the festivities, then tromped
into the kiitchen to start in on the last can of Heineken. It failed to reach
the parts the Brown Ale and vodka also couldn't reach,
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Although the whole of 1977 has been designated as Jubilee Year, it's becoming
obvious to me that in creating one official day of celebration, a day on which
poor wegther was prevalent, the Government pulled the fuse on what could have
been a really memoiable year. Perhaps we should have followed the American
exomple and had two years of riotous fun and frivolity; by the end of that time
we'd all be glad to get back to austerity and the good people of the U,S.

would be just as bored with the Jubilee as we were with the Bicentenary.

The mention of austerity reminds me that frequent parallels have been drown with
the Festival of Britain, the "Tonic to the Hation" of the Fifties. 3But nowhere
in the newapaper articles ahout red, white and blue sausages, houses and people
was there the true spark of originality exemplified in this piece by lMichael
Frayn about the Pestival of Britain (culled from "The Decorative Arts of the
Forties and Fifties : Austerity/Binge" by Bevis Hillier ):- "A certain
melancholy British whimsy crept in elsewhere uninvited. The linistry of Pensions
asked that room ghould be found for a modest display of artificial limbs. A
lidlands firm wondered if space could be found for some shrouds and coffin
fittings. Another manufacturer sought permission to exhibit a model of the
South Bank made out of toilet rolils.”

Great stuff, eh? Something which occurred to me recently is that as recorded

human history advances, as the list of famous and infamous men and women being -
born and dying lengthens, os more and more momentous events happen, the more
occasions there will be for celebration. Zven as the Queen celebrated her
Silver Jubilee, others in the country were cheering for the Durham Road Baptist
Church Centenary and Hewcastle Browvn Ale's Golden Jubileec. Talking it over with
Kevin Villiams the other day, we came upon thw intriguing possibility that there
moy be one day in the entire callendar vhen nothing ever happened., Just think,
if we could find it we could celebrate it!
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The last time I remember having a conversation of any length, if not of any
depth , with Chris Priest was at the 1967 Rastercon in Bristol, when he and I
and Graham Charnock sat on the floor of someone's room party talking, among
other things, about professional cartooning. I was later found, as Bryn Fortey
constantly reminds me, slumped in a corridor amid the debris of my camera and
flash-gun, a.pool of vomit eating away the hotel carpet. The camera and flash-
gun are, in fact, intact to this day, but 3ryn, being an elderly gentleman,
likes to embroider his stories with picturesque, if untrue, details, and vho am
I to spoil an old man's fading pleasures?

But I digress. When I retumed to convention fandom in 1973 I was pleased to
find Chris there too. "Hello Chris," I said. "Heilo Harry," said Chris. Ve
had both been to Repartee Classes. Dvery time we passed one another, stood next
to one another at the bar or in the stalls, we held the same conversation s
"Hello Harry." "Hello Chris." You can sec why Chris is the success he is today.

AnyWay, it's,beeﬁ going on evér since, at cvery opportunity at cevery convention
Chris and I have becn hello-harrying and hello-chrissing, cvidently in the sure
knowledge that nothing morc nceed be said for full understanding between us. And

_.pow Chyis tells me he is giving up conventions; they depress him, he says. Uhat
;}thc h@ll ‘am I going tg9 do? Here I am with this smoothly functioning line in

- fonnish: pleasantrles snd the only person to respond automatically with the

. -ecorrect Titunlistic grecting will no longer be there. Should you scc me

_,?wandorlng hotel corridors at any time, muttcring to mysclf, it'll just be surplus
fhcllo-chrluscs I'm getting rid of. Anyone want the vacant post of traince

hcllo#harryer?

......Q.Q:s:IIII:::.........

I began this fanzinc in the warm rain months of carly summer and because I felt
I nceded time to sort myself out, I resolved that TOCSIN-2 would take up all my
cnergies by hecoming a big, cxpensive production,; a showcase for some of my more
gimmicky, not to say idiotic, ideas. Summer washed over me and somchow I got
mysclf sorted out sooner than I'd cxpected. The fanzine languished in the attic
but wouldn't let me forget it. I didan't want to forget it really, I just didn't

~want to put all the cffort into it I'd orlglnally planncd to put into ite I put

Fripp & Eno's. "o Pussyfooting" on.the sterco and stared out of the window. In

T o drcam Roy Kettle came to me and sai@d "You're not cut out for this genzine

buginess, Harry," and fcll off his chalr. e was pissed.

It wasn't until the cold fogs of Octobor wrapped themsclves round Ho.9., that tho
golution came to me. I was starmng out of the window at the time, Fripp & Eno
droning rythmncally in the chkground, and the answer was dead easy really. I
silll wanted €% pub my ish, but didn't want to become a victim of the Bigger and
Better Synd.come o OK,iso I drop the TOCSIN *title, keep the cditorial title '
KAITIKAZE as the fanznﬂe title and finish up with the format you have in your
honds (or are poking gingerly with a forked stick) -- some pages by fun-loving,.
jolly but sometimes grumpy Harry Bell, one article and a lettercol. That sccms
like a fanzxﬁe I can handle without too much of a strain on Time, Patience

and Wallet, I trust it is to yqar liking. It's all you're gonna get, anywaye

v c....q.....oOo.::..-nn.._




It amazes me how some scraps

of paper cling aver the
years. They refuse to be
brushed awgy. Miraculously
aurvive frequent clear-outs
dictated by changing
interests. Have o knack of
gliding out of folders and
envelopes to rot quietly
undisturbed in the
inaccessible commers of
atorage space.

I had a cruel c¢lear-out
when I gafiated in the late
fifties. Really drastic.

I gave away o fanzine
collection spanning the
fannish generations back
to the mid-thirties. I
burned the accumulated
fannigh correspondence of
years. I disposed of an sf
mag collection with pulps
that I'd acquired back in
those disgtant days when
unsold copies were shipped
over to Britain as ballast,
and ended up on the market
barrows in Manchesgter - and
you could buy 'em for o mere

3d each (only 1% of today's inflated pence).

THE ety
THE MEMORY
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"HARRY T JRNER

Mnd not unnaturslly, since

resuming contact with fandom in the last few years, there are moments when I

deeply regret that actiona

FPortunately I keep finding relics that escaped.

Cuttings, odd pages from

letters, snapshots, notes... preserved in a moment of enthusiasm and then

lost and forgotten.

¥ow they tumrm up, unexpectedly relevant.

Like this article by Charles Burbee, an American-fan-to-be-reckoned-with in

the forties, on Jow to stop writing for fanzines.

The original has long

gince disappeared : the paper I hold in my hand is just a copy, and hand-
There's no note of a date but since it is in a faintly

written at that.

laboured italic script, I judge it to have been done in the doys when I
first started to practise calligraphy - which puts it back more than twenty

years.
impresses mes

The article appeared in Bill Rotsler's FAPAzine Masque, and it still
I pass on two irresistible gquotes:

Tt breaks over you eventually - the realisation that you are wasting too
mich damned time writing for fanzinesse.e"

'y
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",.. So after a while your brain will nc lomyser turn out fannish ideas for
articles and you are comparatively safe, unless you know somcbody like Willie
Rotsler who is such a fine fellow withal that it is difficult to refuse him
vhen he asks for material., But you buckle down and say, the hell with you
Willie, don't you know I've stopped writing for fanzines ? And so, by Goa,
you write an article for lfasque to show that you can stop writing fanzine
articles any time you choose,"

Yeah. I know that fecling,

I'm looking at two snapshots. Age has imbued them with a faint tinge of

sepia. On one, smirking self-consciously beside Zric Needham and George
BEllis, stands my 1l7~-year old self.

The three of us, as rcpresentatives of Manchester fandom, had travelled to
Leeds one fine day in 1938. And therc we were, at the clubroom - hecadquarters
of the recently-formed Science~-TFiction Association - mecting the leading
lights of Leeds fandom. The event is too far behind me now to be morc than

a blurred memory of faces and figures, of climbing flizhts of stairs to an
above-shop room, walls coverecd with a profusion of paintings and photographs,
shelves packed witn hardback books and pulp mags, of sitting in a creaky

cane chaire..s But I still remember the thrill of making personal contact

with other fans, the enthusiasm, the excited chat and argument, a decp sense
of fulfilment.

Even then Leeds was a long-established meeting place for sf fons. Back in
1935 the first British Chapter of the Tonder Storics-inspired Science Fiction
League had been formed there, and in the year before our visit the first ever
British national fan convention had been held in Leeds, That was when the
SFA came into being. Yet the glory was soon to fade, A few wecks hence a
second convention was planned to take place in London, and the SFA seat of
pover was destined to drift away from the provinces,

But on this warm Saturday afternoon, awarc only of the present, we all
trooped dowm into the yard at the back of the clubhouse, and posed in the
spring sunshine. And on my sccond souvcnir of that long-lost day in 1938 a
happy group smiles at the camera. Eric and Gorge sit at the front, while I
hover with our hostss Viec Gillard, Doug .layer, Harry VWarnes and Doug Airey.

There's a face missing - Albert Griffiths, onc of the mainstays of Leeds
fandom at that time. 3ut I guess somcone had to hold the camera,

[ ] L] [ ] L . L] L .

Thinking back, 1938 seems to have been a key year in my early fannish career,
After Leeds I went down to that London convention, o gathering held in a hall
owmed by the Ancient Order of Druids. (It had an imner sanctum with
concealed lighting and impressive papier-mache Stonchenge decor) .



ADOUT HU Iang attended (we were very much o minority group there) ond it was my
first chonce to meect the London fans: Wally Gillings (editing Tales of Wonder)’

Bill Temple, Ted Carnell, Eric Williams, Ken Chapman, Frank Amold among themn,
Professpr A.M.Low was guest or chaimmaon or something equally important: he
was a good front-man ot the time, being "onc of the most vigorous personalities
in modern Science". Or so he described himself at the hcad of his regular
column in Armchoir Science, which he happcened to edit., A dedicated gelf-
publicist, indefatigable populariser of popular scicnce, and author of a few
abysmal sf stories and serialse iy only other memory of the official programmc
ig that I.0.Evans was demonstrating his extensive knowledge of all sf written
prior to 1938, and Wally Gillings filled us in on his never-cnding strugele
with publishers to open up the sf market.

I spent a lot of time arguing with Benson Herbert (who rceently surfaced in a
TV documcntary as a psychic investigator) and a fellow-artist from Leeds
(whose name cludes me) about surrcalism, still a vay-out and controversial art
formm thene And investigating the resources of the SFA book lending library,

a secming vast collection in the days when you had to scarch out your science
fictionm.

This con was also the AGM of the SFA and the influx of members from the
provinces to live in the Big City cnabled the London Branch to vote away the
power from Lecds and establish London as HQe Two of those members werce fArthur
Clarke, from Taunton, and iMfauricc Henson, who left a thriving sf group in
Huneaton (enec of the carliest British ccntres of fanac),

I rcturncd home in a euphoric statey, rounded up thelocal fans and formed a
slanchcster SFA branch.

L L L] L] L] Ll L]

I have a couple of sheetg of official notepaper, brown with oge, held togetner
with a rusty papcrclip, from the Exccutive Headquarters & Council Offices of
the Science-Fiction Association. (An cxpert would detcet Arthur Clarke's
fingerprints on them somevhero.) The letter is dated 22 lMay 1938 and addzcssed
"To our Friends of th¢ new llanchester 3ranch...

It was brought up by Arthor and Maurice for the official opening of the
branch in the attic clubroom at my home. A very sclect gathering, only cight
or nine of us. #thur complimentcd my mother on the meal she dished up, and
she never ccaged to remind me of that fact, years after, cvery time Arthur
7as mentioned on radio or TV,

I think it's worth quoting somcthing of the letter to try and recercate the
ledicated spirit of thosc days:

'eos Whilst we send this message by the hand of two Officials from the
issociation's Headquarters, we wish to initially take the opportunity of
»xpressing our disappointzent that we cannot all he with youees




We would be serving no uscful purposc herc if we werc to discuss the merits
of our favourite form of literature, or the enjoyment derived from the

pecrusal of it, but we do think that you will find, now you have an Association
Branch in your fair City, that your scicnce-fiction will mean a lot more to
you, You will no longer be an individual who reads a quecr kind of magazinec
and hos stronge notions and ideas, alien to the ordinary laymon. o, now you
will be in the company of others with coincidental tastes and who think along
similar lincs to you, yourself,

You will no longer have to sit down to write 2o lengthy lctter ond await an
answer if you wish to make contact with others of your own particular zest and
perception - you will find these pecople at your local Branch,

“there you vw_ll rcad, discuss, dcbatecand, mayhap, write science-fiction, you
will inbibe fantasy and go away from your mecetings with a fecling of satisfaction
that it is impossiblc to obtain other than by dircet contact with persons

with sympathetic apprchension of your ideas. You will, as we said above,

enjoy your science-fiction morc.

Wle any, with all duc pride, thal you could not belong to any more dignified

or distinguisihcd Association conunccted with science-fiction, were you to go

to the uvmcCst cends of this little speck of cosmic dust we call, Earth. It

7ill place beforz you and at your disposal the entire artont of its organisation.
It will be yours to toke advantage of the advantages, services and benefits
»ffered - all that will be much easicr now you arc members of a Branch,

Dur delegates will discuss with your good Choirman a scheme wherchy you can
toke advantage of {the Asspeiation Lending Library at vastly reduced rates...
that, straightavey is an instance of the extra benefits a Branch brings, and
con alone oring, to its members. There are, you will quickly discover, many
>ther attendant boons.

e are already awarc that you have o distinguished and enthusiastic group of
nembers, and you should have nd difficulty in waking your Branch a phenomenal
mccesse It is to thal phenomenal, and, we sincerely trust, early success,

shat this messpge is dedicated, together with the felicitations and good wishes
L

7o KEIITDTH CHAPLIMT, Central Ixec. Secrctary & Chairman of the SPA Council
IDVARD J. CARTELL, Honorary Treasurcer

IAWRICT K. HAITSON, Zditor of lovac Teriae, etc.

IRIC C. VILLIAMG, Asst. Ixccs Scecrctary & Librarian

SIDURY L. BIRCHEBY, Asst. Zxec. Secrctary

\RTHUR C,CLARKE, Associate Editor of Hovac Terrae

[ALTER H, GILLTIGS
JIILLIAN . TOLPLE
[CHIY C.H, DRUILIOND Btca, IiGChly e

Iy ultimate reaction to that was inevitable, I supposc.

lar broke out, the SiA folded. .nd such is fan's ingratitude to fan, that when
:fforts werc made a ycar or so later to impose another orgonisation on fandom,

. Tound ayself ganging up with Doug Uebster in a fanarchist revolt against the
rgonisation men., We lost out, of course, but that's another story.
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Jam leadows III
31 Apple Ct.
Park rorst

TL 604656

USA

Hoting John Barfooi's loc, I
must express surprisc that
the more distinguished picces
of American cincma are moking
it over to your country, Jis
is well knowm, our best work
is usually hard for common
forcigners to appreciate, and
our most profitable export is
usually works by such
journcymen hacks as Altman,
Copola; scnsationalistic
drivel like CITIZEN KANE and
BIRTH 07 A TATION (I remember
the sound track being very
technically deficient on that
last one)s So I'm glad that
TRUCK STOP VOIEN is gracing
British sc¢reens, and I hope
that in time, some of our
ketter vork will find an
audicnee in London. Some of
our stuff like TIXSIOIT OF THE
BEE GIRLS and SIUYF may be a
bit decp for you, but noting
the rcception of DEEFP THROAT
on its tv showing by Thames
Television, I have high hopes,

((En?))

I supposc this sort of thing
goes both ways. Ve have
trouble getting your best work
too, There are nine television
stations in my area, and I
kcep on imploring them to

take some of the CARRY ON
films, but none of them, not
even the non-comagcrcial one,
will do anything. All I get
is this damned Olivier tripe.

I got into fandom by
proselytising, and despite
wviaat ke Glicksohn and




£

Darroll Pardoe say, I have no complaints. I can romember it clearlys I was
walking down :lichigan Mcnue in Chicago ard this couplc, their names were Alex
and Phyllis, they walked up to me and tried to sell me inccnse and Spock ears,
I was cbout to say no and walk back to the train station vhen I just looked
into their eyes by chance, ond the love and camaraderie I saw was overvhelming,
Ve talked a while, and then they took me over to this old officebuilding, to
this room which said ADVENTsBOOKS on its There, I went through my first.
initiagtion, where I had to take the vheels off Courtney's boat, and saw through
its, I'm not supposed to {cll about that part under pain of gafiation, but my
deprogrommer says it's okoy now.

Starting with the idea of an sf film novelization without special effects, the
first thing I think of is C.S.Lewis's THAT IIDEOUS STREHNGTH. It's more of a
fantasy than af, but is part of a trilogy which decidedly spemulative, and it's
the only book of the three that would film successfully, Dick's THE UMAN IN THE
HIGH CASTLE is another natural in this category; it wouldn't even require
elaborate sets, except for the High Castle exterior itself. Aimov's POUNDATION
books would moke a good serial a lo the  BBC, with little difficulty, I'm
working on 2 now radio version of his NIGHTFALL, ond from picking that story
apart, you could stage it very easily, as a one-acter,

We were talking about trashy movies g while back, and I've just seen one in

the middle of writing this letier, It was a film mde for tv called SPECTRE,
and it's produced and co-written by guess~who, Gene Roddenberry. The scripi's
been around for years {I think it was rewritten for this production), and he's
s0ld copics to Star Trek fans though his :companies, but he findly managed to
get a studio and a tv network intercsted, and it's runming as a pilot for a
series about a team of criminal psychologists (Robert Culp and Bg Young)

who solve satanically moneuvered crimes, It sounds pretty silly when compressed
into one linece It is pretty silly at that, and I woger that this first film

is bbter written and better dirceted (Clive Donner directed, with a good deal
of needed style) than the average series episode would be. He also filmed the
thing in your country, where everything is supposed to be cheaper, in spite of
legends of union troubleg. If you think film unions in your country are hard
to work with, don't go to Hollywood.

Jim Linwood Rob Hansen's remarks oA the filming of sf makes me

125 Twickenham Road wonder vhy anyone would want their favourite novels
Islevorth tumed into movies. The enjoyment of a good book is a
IHddx, private thing and transferring it to a mass media is

: akin to mental rape; maybe the authors concerned feel
differently - look vhat de Ifille did for Exodus; o pretty good PR job for loses!
Vhat Rob doesn't realise is that the setting-up of a movic stems from a sgcenario
not a novel, based on the available actors, technical facilities, budget, ond
locations with an eyc on current commercial trends, The produst's artistic or
financial success awes vory little to the novel on which it is based unless. it
is. o token filmizotion of a best-seller, The mmch criticized Soylent Green
(well, fans didn't scom to like it because it didn't follow the book$ vas, 1
thought, a highly cffective thriller (despite the migcasting of Heston who
looked as if he was still toking the tablets) because it built up to o
confrontation/revelation climax that was both lacking and unnccessary in the
novel, Converscly, Slaughtcrhouse-Five was a failure becausc it followed




Vonnegut too closely with a cumbersome, non-cinematic form of narrativey
Ballard, with his visuol imagery and londscape/inner-space analogies, is on
cxcoption and his recent novels cxy out to be filmed with the minimum of re-
writing,

T liked. Kevin Willioms! deseription of Ian Moule looking like a "toasting-fork
with glasses." Quite true, sorry to relate that since Ian came to the Smoke
he is but a shodow of his former self. A condition possibly cxacerbated by
the nature of his occupation vhich involves confiscating and consuming vast
quantitics of alcohol and nicotine to protect the nation's physical health and
"reading" hard-core porn to safeguard our spiritual purity. He can barely
raisc his. hoggard face to bar-level these da,ys to croak, apologeticallys 1t
least I'm younger than Ho,rry Belll"®

Bob Tucker Kevin's account of “Ia.ncon 5 makes me realisze, all over
34 Greenbriar Drive again, that I missed o truly great convention ond I'm
Jacksonville .gorry I couldn't have becn there, ' If Kutitnerklloorec's
ILL 62650 "Vintage SeasonYever comes to pass, be assured that in
UsSA the future hordes of fang from both sides of the

Atlantic will come flocking to that lMancon eager to
participate in a high good time. The more reports that are published, the
more we keenly reglize what was lost to us., With the advent of time travel,
hundreds of fans will troop back through higstory reliving the great moments:
the Exclusion Act of 1939, Weak-oycs Korshak shooting up and down the tables in
1952, Gertrude Carr being thrown into the pool in 1955, the same getting her
head caught in the elevabtor doors inl952, and of course the exciting progromming
and gourmes d:m.ners of Mancon 5.

One reason why fans (me among thom) seldom leave the con hotel is that the city
outside is less than pleasuroble, probably hecause we live theres I go to
Chicago only to attend a con, and go outside the hotel only for exotic dinners
or to visit a friend's home, Only modmen and tourists wander the Chicagzo
sktrects, But far avay from home, ah .se I roamed the streets of Sydney,
lelbourne, St. Kilda, and Palconbridge with open delight, and was in danger
only once wheh a kangaroo accosted me in an alley.

((Hope you we_rén't too roo'd.))

Terry Hughes v Kevin Williams' piece gave me a somewhat difforent
4739 Washington Blvd., view of Mancon than the others I've reade It also
Arlington increased iy vocabulary by employing such words as
VA22205 oleaginous, accretion, and bar, A nice little

Usa , account that would have benefitted from a. bit more

detail ond expans:.on on some itoms,

Robin Johnson's and Harry Tumer's pieccs both made my mind think of political
thoughts, though different ones. I am almost tempted to reply to Robin by
going into the Mmerican domination of Micrénesia in some great detail,
sfressing how the U,S. Congress passed legislation to make the Marianas -
Islands a U.S. Commonwealth, but an article on #erican expansionism and

"
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colonialism would probably borc me as much as it would your recaders. HNot your
average fanzine fare, these itelise

Rob Jackson's article was pretty weak. MAlmost cveryonc has flovm in a
commercial airliner in this day and age so his scnse of wonder reporting didn't
really succeed (with me). The article never really scemed to reach a true
conclusion and left me with an unfulfilled fecling, ("Just what makes you

feel fulfilled, Hughes?¥. Rob is a much stronger writer than this pece would
suggeste

((I think you may be over-stating the casc when you say "almost cveryone has
flovm". I haven't, and I suspect that less than 505 of Gannetfandom has
florm. Hot much in the way of intemal filying for us poor nAglishmen, you see,
so unless you go on a package holiday flight, you're unlikely to have flowm))

Dave Zovwe Kev's trouble is vhat

8 Park Drive should bec his strongth, | oo

ilickford tio switsehi sgsimilie sk e

Bssex Great little one-liners ’

SS12 9DH but strung together HAD FLow
they become far too AND PLOT?

'heavy', one can imagine Kev hwiched - 2
over his writing desk, his sweat

covered brow frovming above knitted
eyebrows, his cycs on firc with o denonic
light as he lahours on the next
thilarious' cxaggeration, whilst totally
forgetting flow and plot.

By contrast, Harry Turner's use of the
straight quote, the quict ooservation
and inmnocent'! wnderstatement produced a
superior and more jovial narrative,

The only 'quality' which stood Tocsin
apart from the present bland & banal
monotony of British fnzs, was (excluding
it's discussion on 'Art' Gasp!) its
consistant 'datedness'. Kevin on Apr '76
(Reject from lfaya? ((Mo)) ), Robin on
July '76 (culled from loc ((io)) ),

Harry on Horch '37 (50 culled from
ewspapers), Rob on iug '7T3 (reject from
Blunt!?! ((and Lurk)) ), and o nigh-on
year old locol culled from Crialing 3030
Tocgin had character .... the character %
of the local aged drunk, half asleep at

the bar, haoving forgotten which decade he's in, enitting random mubbled memories
in an amiable, if uncngrossing, ataosphere, (and I complained about Kevin's
similes)

Lvagfyaum

((4s well as knitied eyebrows, Kevin has crocheted himself a nice moustache,

and is. willine to do vou a navw beard in a wool and polvester mixture.))



Joseph Nicholas Rob's mention of terrorists (airport variety) sparks off

2 Wlilmot VWay memories of flights out to see my parents in unicih wvhen
Camberley the school holidays came around, I flew back from one
surrey sumner holidoy tae very deoy after Leila Khaled and her
GU15 1JA team had tried to hijack an I1 A1 747 out of Frankfurt for

London, The rcsult of that was an absolute wave of police
and security guards descending upon every German zirport, stalking about the
lounges with the flaps of their holsters tied back and ugly looks on their
faces, as though they werc alinost willing someone to produce a homb just so
that they could get in a little target practice before clocking-off time. The
immediate security precautions applied to the passengers were ridiculous;
although it was probably the first time that anyone had ever actually looked
at anyone's cabin baggage, the German customs weren't satisfied until they had
tipped out the entire contents of even the smallest handbag, examining tubes
of lipstick with something akin tc fearful awve. Passengers were then bussed
out to the airplane in groups of ten ot a time, with two security guards
riding with them - one at the back, one at the front - where they then had to
identify their hold baggage before it was loaded and, depending upon its size,
shape and weight, open it on the tarmac for a customs man to go through for a
second time,

I imagine lunich managed to fly no more than half its scheduled departures
that day, so far behind did they fall.

Ray Harrison talks about the Barrier"that exists due to the need to do
something in order to remain on the fammigh treadmill, But he's overlooking
the one area where there's no need to do anything to receive a lithoed fanzine
every other month,. What else but the BSFA? liost of their members must be
paralysed as far as lettfer-writing is concermed; the most they neced do is
send off a cheque every twelve months in order to keep on receiving Vector,
vhich supplies them with 2ll the tedious sercon nonsense that they'll ever
nced. Or cver want; few of them demonstrate the motivation necessory to get
involved in the fonnish side of things, and the few that do are fannish fans
\'llma.d,y-

Suson Wood The great fannish tradition is not just place dropping,
2236 Allison Rd, but restourant-dropping, The trick is to project the
Vancouver fecling that you arc so ftotally familiar with a given

BC ¥6T 1T6 city thet you don't wen bother mentioning the sights; all
Canada you care about ig jetting halfway round the world for a

superb curry,. Thus, I can casually drop into the
converaation, "Ch, but the best seafood place I know of is in Sidney -~
remember, John, vhere the black cat comes to the window beside your table and
asks for scraps?" or'® know a great Italian restaurant, in Kirg's Cross,
Sidney," Eli can really get off on talking about his favourite Chinese
restaurants -~ the one in Heidelberg, the one in Swift Current, Saskatchewanes.

I remembe Kansas City, I had the worst steak I'd ever eaten, or tried to eat,
in the lluclbach dining room. Except theonc the next night was even worse,
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The other farnish gome, of course, is to drop refercnces to cons you never
attended, I con tell stories about sliding dowm the laundry chutes at the
Claremont with the best of them..e and remember the banquet, with Phil Farmer
going on and on, and those dammed pillars in the way, and.es and of course, I
never went to the Baycon, but I've heard all thc stories, so they!we part of
myfan higtory. Eli can tell great Mssiecon stories, It's fomily history.

oiob Jacksorls flying piece brings back memories, I still have a goshwow Sense
of Wonder feeling about flying (big bird in sky, flappa~flappa, wheeccel) but
the magic is mitigated by the mundanity of .nost airlines,  Plastic packets of
salt, yess Vhat I remember most clearly about the JMussiccon flight was not
the wonder of devm over the Pacific, but the banality of sitting in what
appcared to be a large, dark bus terminal, full of rows and rows of sommolent
fen, with the only sound the tapping of L'Elver Grey's typewriter as somebody
worked on o one-shots all ot umpteen thousand fect over the Pacific. That,
and getting woken up overy four hours by the flight crev distributing plastic
cups of orange juice. I wonder if there’s somec regulation on the books that
"ourists cntering Ausiralia must have a valid visa, and at least 500 mg of
vitamin C in their bodiegh"?

Mary Long I found your musings on why the title of your fnz
Apt.T, 425 W. Lawrence was. changed bitteregweet, A lot of truth in vhat
Springfiecld - you say, old bean. Of late I've been thinking of
ILL 62704 doing o fnz ggaine. I had thus come to the same
UsA conclusion as you, that it would nced a new title

and for gimilar reasons. HNot that I can't 'go back'; remarkably most of the
contributors to Crabapple arc still in touchwith me (severo,l of them have
re~-surfaced in the past yoar, which is about the only good thing one can say
for immigration!), but I think that they would be writing differently now, for
for reasons you outlingd in your editdrial.

By a coincidence, if coincidences there be, my mother gent a lefter today in
which she enclosed threc photos from her collection for me to keep; one of them
was the one taken in Gateshead with you and Rich Gordon and me, that Christmas
some ~ whot - mugst be ten or eleven years ago now, The house in vhich it was
token has gone; I went round to sece it in Gateshead last Hster ((1976)),

and there was just a flat razed piece of londs It was incredible how, with
Just that flatness, there was no way of oricnting oneself and thus being oble
to point out where it stood. Lo womder folk go round and round when lost in
the desert (or isn't it because they go round and round in the direction -~ ie
right or left - dictated by whether or not their right leg or left leg is the
shorter? ie if it's the left, they go left, and so on).

Darroll Pardoc You're right, of course, we can't go back, not that we
24 Othello Close should feel the need really, Nostalgic reminiscing about
Hartford old times is pleasant enough, but not to the extent of
Huntingdon. . actually wanting to return. One changes... I wouldn't
PE18 75U . © - put out now the Les Spinges I did ten years ago (there's

a. lot more excellent genzines now than there were then
anywoy, 80 peo.ple would be more harsh on a crudzine like LS was),



Rob Jackson's experiences of plane travel strike some chords: I enjoy watching

the clouds dxift by too, I reckon the khazl must empty into a tank, though,

which they flush out at the destination. lemeamber the deep space one in

'200L'?  With the amm-length list of instructions? Not only is the food

inedi¥le, but the sbtewardesses on jel planes are plastic too, I think they're

some sort of robot, and have their smiles carefully fixed into place before .
the joummey ahd hardened with a quick-drying gpray coating before they go out

to meet the customers, The only way to survive is to take your owmn food, I

thinks must try it next time. When we went to the U,3. last October ((1976)) ve
we flew by Laker, which is about the lowest you can sink to, and the food really

was putrescent,. However the film was free.ss

Yy

Horry Turner has an interesting bi? on paleo-rocketry. When I was a lad there
was a group of people at my school who were interested in the propellant
abilities of chlorate and sugar. What they did was bury on old iron drainpipe
about three feet long, vertically in the ground, They half filled it with the
explogive mixture, with a fuse, and then filled up the.rest of the pipe with
gravel, Then they 1lit the fuse and ran like hell (i’c was fortunately on a -
quite large piece of scrubby waste land)s Those chips of gravel came out like
bullets, and every tree and bush within half a mile was pitted with the impact
marks, The bang broke quite a lot of windows too (nowadays we'd just shrug, I
suppose, and blame it on Concorde). The police never found out who did it,
though there were those who could have told them, Nobody was killed, either,
which was very fortunate, The chief instigator of the enterprise later went
on to better things, like stealing erxplosives from the Dinorwic iQarry one
Jormuary and blowing one corner off the Snowdon Summit Hotel- (it vas clossdfore
the wimter, ond deserted, of course), Last I heard he was doing porridge for
receivinges e '

((My schoolmates were less scientific in their approach, préferriig simply to

stuff rolls of old photographic film down the barrel of ‘a miniature brass
connon someone had made in metalwork, When 1it the film quickly eeploded from
the mouth of the cannon and the sight of this magnificent fireball flying
across the yard was all we needed « we never even considered using the film -
as propulsion for something elses Boyish intixfe‘s‘ts pass soon enough, and our
experiments with explosives soon gave way to the more umsavoury proctice of
lowering bottles of school milk down the drains on long pieces of string, then
drowing them up ogain several months later and throwing the contents at one
anothery We also ground glass, but that's another storyess ))

Eric Bentcliffe Harry Tumer's piece on the early days of Mancunian &
17 Riverside Crescent Rocketry was interesting, particularly so because it :
Holmeg Chapel tends to disprove the theory put forward by many sf -
Cheghire authors that on planets where the sky is nover seen

C¥ THR the inhabitants will not develop space-travel, I

have it on good outhority that during the time Harry
was talking about, smog was pretty densc in the Monchesier arcae.ese it just
shows. that if you have a cosmic mind, mere details such as not being able to
see the heaveng are irrelevants Or was thig why their rockets only reached
20 feetyses did they think that above that heignt started outer spacel?]
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Haxrry Warner Jur, Your editorial oame af Juet the wrong time for me,

423 Summit Awenus I've beer popdering over the transitory nature of the
Hegerstowmn things I encounter and the phenomenal hlgh rate of
Maxyland L accomplishment which I seem to attain in somehow

21740 ‘ ~ couging enything I like particularly to suffer a great
UsA _ seo change almost at onces So you write about this very

Phenomenon ond I was left feeling worse than ever, For
instance, I can't even decide if I've held the same Job for the past 34 years,
as I've agaumed all along. Today I was surveying the situation, Out of all
the employees on the payroll when I went to work at the newspaper factory, only
two remain on the lob today. The ownership has undergone a 100 per cent change.
: The building and its contents are almost entirely new or unrecognizably altered
(one steirway, a couple of walls, an old set of scales and a couple of. filing
cobdnets are the only things that survive from the first day I reported on the
job, since everything elsc has been replaced or altered and renovated beyond
comprohension), The contents of the newspapers have shifted wildly, abandoning
almoat all forms of local news coverage except polities and high school sports,
substituting "investigative" and Hnalytical"reporting for straightforward
coverage of national and intermational events. It's something like the old
acience-fiction question of whether an individual is still the same person
after having mogt of his anatomy transplmted, amputated, and otherwise
changed.

Kevin's conreport is uncomfortably similar to quite a foew others I've been
reading ond hearing about numerous cons, . both here and over the bright blue
seas  Either con commitieeg are deterj.oratlng or some fons are losing their
sense of wonder at conse I suppose the dissatisfaction shomm by various fans
at specific cons comes from various circumstancess so many cons that they're
no longer the novelty they once were, so many fans af some cons that the
individual: feels alienated, and the general decline in mundane facilities for
any kind of large gather.i.ng as solaries go highdr and buildings get older,

Rob Ja.ckson is a bold.er mon in airplanes thon I ame I didn't fly at all until
six years ago when I womt to the Noreascon in Boston, Thexre were levers and
buttons emd go on within reach at my seat, but I was too timid to manipulate
any of thems, I wosn't positive that I understood their function, and I kept
thinking how gwful it would be if I inadvertenily should pull the cmergency
cord and the planc sereeched to a decad stop at a time whon the passengers had
their safety belts unhooked.  Or what if I mistook a pergonal convenience for
a button which tumed on the planc's headlights and an oncoming plane's pilot

. should be blinded by my stupidity? So I didn't dare touch anything, not even
a sltewardess. .

= Horry Tumer's memories were amusing. I¥'s oxtraordinary, how safe and tidy
anything vhich happened in 1937 or thereabouts secms when described in -
retrospects The world knew another awful war was imminent, the Depression was
still a.ffect:.ng mony nations, ond yet in 1977 those of us who personally
experienced the anxieties and problems which 1937 was beset with still find
ourselves thinking longingly of such a year in rctrospect.




I'm v:.rtnally um.que o.mong fons, ir that I don't find a great deal of enjoymcnt

in art shows at cons, - Yet I think I get just as impressed and happy about - |
good:art in fanz:mes or prozincse as anyone elsc. I'd always felt that this

onomaly was. somehow linked to my inaoility to enjoy zoom: a fesling that the

artworks . should.n't be held captive on the walls of a room but should be allowed

to room freely over the land on the pages of prozines and i‘anzmes. But the .
discussion: in your letter section gives me new doubts about my rosction, Maybe

Harry Tumer is nght when he. blames the commercial slant of most art shown at

these eventss I might subconsciously expect museun-tpp adt when I see picturcs. L
on the ‘walls, Maybe Eddic Joncs is. corrcet in what he says about the need for
proper- d:.spiay, and my reaction is influenced by the fearful jumblo of too many X
illusirationsa in very limited space which has existed at évery con art show I've *
ever seen. In any evont, I do think some altcntion is nceded to definitions

where fan art is concemcd. It scoms foolish to rofer to someone as an amatcur

when he rogularly cams substontial amounts from commissions from other fans

and from sales. at cons which may equal the per-picture income that a'bonmerclal"
artisd Would got from sell:mg to tho 1owcr-pay1ng publlcat::.ons. , v

((No-one at British cons has really been in that position, which is onc
of the things which disturbs mes therc appear to be no artists
exhibiting ai British con artshows, who have crecated their drawings or
paintings with the sole intontion of sclling it as a one-off; they all

- geem %0 be trying to catch the eye of @ publisher or two,. Except fot

. D.,West, of coursc, who, with the help of Rob Jackson's purchasing -

- power, is hoping to hecome a full-time con artshow artist. And all he

<o hws 10 pay for is somcone to bid against To.ckson in the zmction.)) R

“Mike Gl:.cksohn - You are go right in describing your personal version
141 High Pork Yenuc . .of "Wou can't go back again." There's a mogic about some
Toronto ’ places, some moments, often the result of rosc-coloured
Ontario MGP 283 - - nogtalgia, which cannot be duplicated, And shouldn't
Canada be rccapturcd. It is bette to prescrve such precious

S memories intact than have them destroyed by the changes
- 'that are inevitable with the passage of time. People, places, ambicnces, even
fanzines change along with the rest of us. .ind mony memories arc betier left
undisturbed by the often harsh lights of the present.

I guess I'vc become rather blasc about air trevel over the yeorse I no longer
requeat a seat that'll give me a good view, boing more interested in one that'll
put me closer to the bar during flight-time ond nearer the exit when we land,
But the onc thing that has not changed over the years is my determination to

do my best to approach getting my money's worth from the airlimes! I cat every ;
meol they serve, and hawve chastiscd fellow fans such as Tucker for tuming dowmn e
the third free meal in cight hours. At the very least one should accept the

troy, pocket the necat little wrapped packages of utcensils and condiments,

preserve any edibles that are capable of being stored for later, and hand: over

any other foodstuffs to the always-hungry people who are inevitably around. '

And alvayg ask for a deck of cards and some writing materials since most -

airlines carry them for disceining passengerse. Iy apartment is filled ‘with

eighty dollar cards and seventy dollar airline cnvelopes! It's our duty as

fans to make the absolute most of these exorbitantly overpriced inconveniencos

o 5% 2



Y

L

which stand between us and conventions.

Interesting contrast between Haryy Tumer and Eddic Jones with the former
rating art shows according to how well they display the artwork ond the latter
sceming to congider the prices art will bring as the most important aspect of
@ con ort display. I suppose that's the difforonce bctwcen the true amatour
af artist like Harry and the profesgional such as Rdic, vao obscrved that the
pro artists price their work according to what the market will bear, and I
gucss that's perfecily understandables Eddie's minimums in the U,S, arc much
higher than his prices for similar paintings displaycd at English cons, and
the cost of a Kelly Peas rough at Aussiccon -- probably the only time most
lustralians would cever have fo buy cven a crude Freas ~- was simply beyond reach
even for mogt attending U.S, fanse Can't blame the artists, though; most of
them are in the fiecld for financial reasons (as well as their enthusiasm for
the subjeet matter) and it'd be unrcalistic to expeet thom not to strive for
the best possible dcalse Hen you get dowm to it, of coursc, prices for so-
called "fan" art e~ much of which is on a par with thc very best of professional
werk -- are ludicrous compred to what work brings outside the field, 'ell- .
meaning fans offer Derck Carter perhaps one fifth or less of the very minimum
he'd charge for a commercial job and think they're being gencerouss fans tend
to completely lack any rcasonable understanding of what artwork is worth,

which is why we sec full-colour cover paintings sclling for ridiculously low
two digit amounts., I'd like to scc fan-artists start to get prices comparable
to commercinl rates for artists, cven though that would mean I'd be incapable
of buying cven the small amount of si' art I still occo.s:.ona.lly nmnage to pick
up nowadays,. .

Bnan Ea.rl Brov}ﬁ I'm o bit con.f.‘us.ed as. to vhat Harry Tumecr is arguing for

55521 Elder R4, or againgt in his letter, Perhaps it would help to be
lishawaka ) . taoken through a gallery ond showm vhat is meant as

Ind. 45544 "commcrcial® and Hon~commercial™ -sf art. Tho term "none
UsA - . commercialmakes me think of introspecctive, idiosynchratic

) art that conveys nothing o the average vicwer at first
glance, Or moybe 1t megxis working in mediums besides pen~and-ink or oils.
I've seen a couple of interesting objecets made from colored threads wound
around a design of pins pushed into a cork board., And my very good friend
Neicer has recently finished a hooked maz based on an illustrat:.on by Phil
Foglioe

((oooocoaoootgno))

Kevin J, Easthope Mthough I wouldn't profess any great Inowvledge of the

6 Ipsley Grove arts it seems pretty obvious to me thalt con art shows at
Lrdington present are peculizrly limited in scope vhen compared to
Bi rmingham the infinitely wider mundane field, Where are the sf
B23 TsY , impressionists? The sculptors? Vhen did yog last see

4 kinetic in a con art show? A few years back, wien I
was, into the art side of conventions I was engaged for several months in a
painting which I noped would be new o con art showse It involved fibre optics
and tape recorders together with a whele lot of electronics - the idea being
to animate the painting as much as possible, to make it actually respond to
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the Pré¢senge of a viewer, using heat sensors. It was:probably too ambtit.‘i.m;s
for me a.t ‘the time, but I'd like to have another go at it sometime, Thea's

just 76 exyez'lmentat:.on in present sf art.

I was'dever as ambitious in roéket-builda.ng programme as was Harry Turner. I
wlw@‘af ‘dreamed that somgday I would build a rocket fuelled by (gasp) gunpowder,
but'ib“was/ sadly never fo Bo < the nedrest I got was the development of en =
ineh ¥dng’ dylinder éontaining cannibalsrsen match~heads which had the terrific
ddrige -5£ ahout five fedt. 1 say 'abcmt five feet because my quality control
was m&dem’tely abysmal gt “tHe .t‘ime and dould probably be approximates. as plus
or minug two fee’c or: Qﬁi Lq.‘l{ez‘ on'I mpdified the design to exclude the bits

of wood- stuck in the Match hoad (it impaived the buming qualities of the .
phosphoris) and thereby managed to 1nomase the range to living room proportions.
I don't think any event in the' real space programme has quite equalled the
tengion generated whilst waiting for those tin-foil rockets to hurtle themselves

eway from the gas fire.

I sympathise with Eddic Jones's complaint of 1a.ck of :ancntlve e.t Britlsh art
shows but I find rather strange his assumption that an artist should make :
enough money there to cover his cost of attending the convention. Ho sap-
that "Like most fams, I go to a convention to relax, enjoy the company of
friends, and Yo _party." But. later; "..although' ‘lots of people complimented him
((Blair Wilking)) on his work, his sales hardlyipaid his expenses. C(ne cannot
eat complimentse" Tt seems to me that this is-an unfortunate attitude vuth
which to approach & convention - especially if you admit you like to enjoy
yourself whilst you are there. 'The ordinary fan a.ftovmll, ha,s o waj oi‘ L
"paying his expenses" cxcept by using hJ.S ovm. cdsh, v :

4

((0on the nosoc, Sunboame And I'd like to see thab 'bnima.'bcd" painting of
yours onc day.)) .

Terry Jecves, In general, I thoroughly agrec. m.th Eddie's comments...
230 Banncrdale Rd. art shows arc badly obganised in the UK...ond the Mancon
sheffield two-bit show was poo“iy gited.,.and the auction time

sl1 9FE abysmally choscn (concurrent with another item if I

recall)s On the other hand, my-heartfelt thanks went
to (a) the people who spent a lot of their precious con time sotting up the
artshoweseI forget who it was now, but I do recall writing the chicf organiser
@ letter of thanks for his hard work. (b) my thanks to the people who handled
the mini-auction, they too worked hard in keeping tabs of cverything, Between
(2) and (b) Mencon took a lot. of work off the artists..eand because of this, I
don't begruage them the 10%. they took off the tops I do begrudge whoever sct
the show in a separate bu:.ld:.ng, :m two rooms and whoever programmed another
item a.t the same time, e , .
As to Harry Tumer's co@mgnt...completely va.lid from his point of view, i.e.
he wants expenment's* off the normal! sf a.rb Fair enough, and if enyone wants
to do that b.reak:.ng nore pomr to their elbow.,.but please, don't for
those who 'L ke do:mg spmcesha.ps, ‘robots and the more standard stuff,. We like
te do 1t...s’tereotyped Qor, not .. and  those who buy it mst kike it t00.se80. vie
are satisfied. Ry all mepns lct's hg,ve other media and styles in the art show
esebut let's not 1mp1y that the fstandard' (for want of a better word) is passe,
old hat or just not wanted. Live and let live huh?
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Harry Turner I went 0 ilndeira and the Canary Islands this year,

10 Carlton Avenue instead of to the Eastercon. And I went by boat,
Romilcy After reading wb's picce I guess I'll go by sea rather
Nr Stockport than air whenever I can. Cruising is so much more
Cheshire civilised a fomm of travel. TFor me, one of the great
SK6 4EG things about the holiday was a fortnight of . insulation

from all the usual pressurcs of lifes no newspapers, no
radio, no telly, no news; no comaitments, no demands on my time, no deadlines
to be met. Just relaxation all the way. ILxpcehsive perhaps, but well worth it
Nothing to do but laze around in the sun, find quiet corners to get on with
drawings undisturbed, and cat... the menus were out of this world, and there
was a help-yourself table at cvery meal that provided so many alternatives that
I never got around to sampling them all., ¥ho wants a plastic meal on a planc,
cooped up in a seat? Onc of these years there ought to be a Cruisecon..e but
we'll necd lots of woarning if we're to save up for it.

Eddie comes on like a rcal tradesmans. We obviously differ in that whilc we
both use oue talents comuercially to carm a living he has a "higher" view of
his work as "art". lie, I just see it as part of a system of persuasion and
visual commmication that I despise; such work is ephcmeral, a visual

packaging to sell a product. Fortunatcly from my wicwr int I have become more
the administrator, delegating work in the studio, and leaving me free to devote
my energies to grcas I consider worthwhile. DIddie, I suspect, may be in
danger of digging so deep a rut for himself that he'll never get out and be
himself away from commercial pressures. I think you ought to warm any young
hopefuls of that Great Trap.

(im I being controversial again?)

((Uhuh. But it's interesting to mote that in an interview in Vortex,
Fddie saids "I'd like to do more Fine art, gallery work and 'real!
painting. But I think I'll always be doing what I'm doing now." and
"I get no satisfaction from sceing my picture on a paperback cover, I
get more satisfaction out of the cheque."))
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Actually, I quite like Eddie's
work and must apologise to
him if the argucment seems

to be direccted at him
personally -- I'm far more
perturbed at his imitators.
iand now, a quick word about
Blind Pugh to the left there:
-~ if he's got a Black Spot
for you, you better respond
to this issue or Long John'll
cut yer liver out, Or maybe
I just won't send you the
next issue, Quake in your
shoes, mateys.
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Time for something of a logo, I guess, ‘=@e.se 2 Slpsse -
before I finish this off and have to start
looking for money to mail it out,

(3]

I tell you what, let's just settle for

that elaborate design at the botiom of the e

page, shall we, simply adding that this is r

Crimwab Publication 12, duplicated on Inca A 3
Press, with some assistance from Dave GANNET

Cockfield. FRANZINE

Available solely by 'him, bul often as not
being sent to faneds who send me fanzines I
likes

This last stencil dated 5th March 1978 which
isy I trust, in a year vhich will be a Good
One.

Next issue will be RealSoonlow. o, really.

"Bewarg my child, the rhubarb tree;
Its claws so long, its teeth so dark
Will leave you with a dreadful mark;

ind if you fall into its clutches All artwork by lde,
You will raise a scream, such as, Contents Copyright for
'Eeeeecceaaaaaaaauuurrrghhh} '" the contributors.
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